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"THEY TOIL  NOT" 


WOMAN-HATERS  NUMBER 


prtng  Jfetoer 


'Twas  always  thus  from  childhood's  hour 

I  saw  my   fondest  dreams  decay ; 

I  never  loved  a  crocodile 

But  it  was  sure  to  pass  away. 

I  never  cherished  in  my  breast 

A  tender  scorpion  or  mouse, 

But  ate  a  hole  right  through  my  vest 

And  raised  the  deuce  about  the  house. 


I   never  dallied  with  a  bear 
Upon   a  moonlit  winter  night 
Or  serenaded  lobsters  fair 
But  they  were  sure  to  take  to  flight. 
O  Spring!  O  Spring!  O  lovely  Spring! 
The  bi^  bees  hum  and  bull  frogs  sing! 
The  little  birds  are  on  the  wing, 
But  I  am  sad  and  everything. 


Srouni. 


<0$ 


The  above  was  written  by  the  gentleman  on 
your  left  in  a  fit  of  nervous  depression 
and  religious  melancholia,  while  under  the  im- 
pression that  he  was  to  be  without  GOBLIN  all 
summer. 

"O  Woe!" 

— Shakespeare 

To  him  in  his  misery  and  dejection  we  bring 
glad    tidings — 

"O  Wind  if  Winter  comes 
Can  Spring  be  far  behind?" 
— Shelley 

The  Impious  Imp  will  continue  to  function 
through  the  torrid  months.  He  will  make  his 
way  onto  the  verandah  and  into  the  canoe  with 
the  old-time  pep. 

"The  girl  you  adore 
On  the  rocks  or  the  shore 
Doesn't  look  quite  the  same  in  the  Winter." 

This  being  the  Woman-Hater's  Number  we 
must  warn  you  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
Perfidious  Female  this  summer.  Make  sure  of  the 
faithful  companionship  of  the  Little  Fellow  by 
filling  in  the  accompanying  coupon  which  some- 
how or  other  has  slipped  over  to  the  other  page. 
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As 

Chocolates 

60c.   a  lb. 


Nut  Centres 
Nut  Toffees 

$1.00  a  lb. 


81^  Yonge  Street 
Adelaide  6478 


CANDY 
SHOPS 


Where  you  can  get  that  Wonderful  Pecan  Roll 

Made  with  a  fine  cream  centre  and  coated 

with  a  caramel  rolled  in  Pecan  Nuts. 

443  Yonge  Street 
At  College 


1530  Queen  St.  W. 
Parkdale  6895 


He — What  do  you  do  in  dramatics? 

She — Oh,  I'm  the  new  stage  coach.      What  do  you  do? 

He — Oh,  I'm  the  fast  male. 

Octopus. 

G-G-C 

New  Office  Boy — A  man  called  here  to  thrash  you  a  few 
minutes  ago. 

Editor — What  did  you  say  to  him? 

New  Office  Boy — I  told  I  was  sorry  you  weren't  in. 

— Chicago  Herald  and  Examiner,  via  Frivol. 


Circulation  Manager, 
GOBLIN, 

8  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 

Find  enclosed    $2.25     (cheque    or    money-order    payable    to 
GOBLIN)   for  which  send  12  issues  of  GOBLIN,  beginning 


to 


A  Man  Is  Known  By  The  Clothes  He  Wears 


UMfcD 

28  KING  ST.  WEST 

Branch 

King    Edward    Hotel  Qnooi 


Goblin 


Ho  la! 
Ho  la! 
Ho  la! 


GIVE  HEED  TO  THE  HERALD! 

He  would  draw  your  attention  to  "A  MATTER  OF  GOOD  TASTE" 


$1.00  Pound 

1907  observe 


"THE  GOLD  BOX"    *10illrd 


It  represents  the  epitome  of  perfection,  the  acme  of  excellence,  every 
superlative  quality  that  chocolates  can  possess. 


c,8  auctions 

TORONTO 

Chocolates 


Goblin 


A   Thing   Well   Done 


Is  a  twofold  source  of  pleasure. 
It  pleases  the  beholder  and  it 


The  pleasure  is  threefold. 

YOU  are  proud  of  a  finely  conceived 

magazine,  booklet  or  catalogue. 

WE  are  pleased  to  be  responsible 

for  an  excellent  piece  of 

printing 

And  the  buyer  is  impressed  with 

the  finished  product. 


pleases  those  responsible  for 
its  achievement. 


In  Printing 


How  many  times  in  the  year  would 

your  business  or  society  benefit 

by  well  produced  circular  or 

pamphlet? 

This  can  only  be  achieved  in  the 

spirit  of  service  that  has 

always  been  behind 

The  Printers  Guild,  Limited. 


THE  PRINTERS   GUILD   LIMITED 


8  University  Ave.,  Toronto 


Tel.  Adel.  3930. 


Bobby — Daddy,  look!      There's  an  aeroplane. 
Absorbed   Daddy — Yes,  dear — don't  touch  it. 

— Tit-Bits  (London) 


Stewed — Honey,  I'd  like  to  see  you  apart  for  a  moment. 
Lady  Clerk — Say,  kid,  whadayah  think  I  am;  a  puzzle 
for  the  little  ones? 

— Awg0an. 


Knitting 
Made   Easy 

Come  and  let  me  show  you  how 
to  knit  the  very  latest  styles  in 
hand-knit   garments   with 

Monarch  Yarns 

This  is  the  first  exclusive  yarn 
and  hosiery  shop  in  Toronto — 
everything  for  the  knitter.  Gar- 
ments skilfully  knitted  to  your 
order. 

The  famous  "Monarch-Knit" 
Hosiery  and  "Two  Steeples" 
English  Hosiery. 

Jeane  Duncan 
Yarn     Shoppe 

235  Yonge  St.,        North  of  Shuter 


VICTORY 
BONDS 


ALL  MATURITIES 

IN  BLOCKS  OR  SMALL  AMOUNTS 

BOUGHT  AND  SOLD 

Our  Victory  Loan  Departments 
and  various  Offices  are  prepared 
to  give  investors  prompt    service. 

A.  E.  AMES  8c  CO. 


Investment 
Securities 

UNION    BANK    DLDG 
TRANSPORTATION    BLDG. 
~7A    BROADWAY 
HARRIS    TRUST  BLDG. 


Established 

1889 

TORONTO 

MONTREAL 

NEW  YORK 

CHICAGO 


BELMONT    HOUSE  VICTORIA.    B.    C. 

Members    Toronto  and    Montreal 
Stock  Exchanges. 


Goblin 


KING  EDWARD  HOTEL 

(Under  Direction  United  Hotels  Co   of  America) 


1000  Rooms 


1000  Baths 


Single  rooms  with  bath  $3.00  per  day  and  up 

Double  rooms  with  bath  $5.50  per  day  and  up 
(European  Plan) 

Pickwick   Room 

Special  Plate  Luncheons,  Table  d'Hote 

Dinners    $1.50 

also  a  la  carte. 


The  Spacious  Ball  Rooms 
and  Dining  Rooms  are  pat- 
ronised by  most  Fraterni- 
ties, 

"The'  Dansant" 

Roof  Ball  Room  Saturday    Afternoons 


Dancing  in  Victoria  Room  every 
evening  10.30  to  1  p.  m.  to  Ro- 
manellVs  irresistible    Orchestra. 


Geo.  H.  O'Neil 
General    Mgr. 


L.  S.  MuldoonK/, 

E.  R.  Pitcher  |Mana§ers 


A    LUXURY 


AND 


AN ECONOMY 


KOLA  BRIARS 
ARE  BOTH 

A  LUXURY  because  they  smoke 
cool  and  sweet  from  the  start 
and  are  the  last  word  in  color, 
finish  and  style. 

AN  ECONOMY  because  they 
last  longer  than  other  pipes  of 
many    times    their   cost. 


It's  The  Kola  Process 
That  Does  It 


AN   OLD   FRIEND 
FROM  THE  START 


ONE 
DOLLAR 

EVERYWHERE 


In  she  came; 
Down  she  sot; 
Laid    an    egg, 
And  up  she  got. 

— Gargoyle 
G-G-G 
Lady — "Is  this  a  camel's  hair  brush?" 
Clerk — "Aw,  git  on.      Camels  don't  brush  their  hair." 

— Exchange 
G-G-G 
Waiter — "Has  your  order  been  taken?" 
Waitee — "Yes,  and  so  has  Bunker  Hill!" 

— Exchange 


The  Diet  Kitchen  Tea  Rooms 

72  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto 


Breakfast  Luncheon 

Afternoon  Tea         Dinner 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Phone  North  4382 


Goblin 


Store:-— Main  6862 


Tea  Room- --Main  2473 


Bingham's,  Limited 

146  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon  Afternoon  Teas 

11.30—2  p.m.  2.30—5  p.m. 

Evening  Dinner 

5.00—7.30  p.m. 

Makers  of  "Polly- Anna  Chocolates" 
"The  Glad  Candies" 


Drug  Clerk — "What  kind  of  a  toothbrush  do  you  want?" 

Customer — "Gib   me   a   big   one,    boss.      Dare's   ten   in 

my  fambly!"  — Ghost 


G-G-G 


"What's  your  name?" 
"Isadore  Patrick  Goldstein." 
"What's  the  Patrick  for?" 
"Protection." 


-Orange  Peel 


/^x 


OH! 

HAV^  fir 

HZ  ART 


D8&   TH/WKSf 

)   /YO-IT^UVOU 

no- Nonius 

(FWP  MY  ART 
US  SONS  MORS 

TWAffA  PAOfC^ 
OR  PARTY 


1  HAZELWOOD  AVE. 


s?     records     ^[ 


%/f     OH  BOY! 

Just    you    hear    that    latest 
BRUNSWICK   RECORD   No.  2181    (Fox  Trot) 

"SCHOOL   HOUSE  BLUES" 


with  "I've  Got  My  Habits  On",  on  the  reverse 
side..  .Both  played  by  Bennie  Krueger'e  Ex- 
clusive  Brunswick   Orchestra. 


75c. 


FOR  SALE  BY 

R.  F.  Wilks  &  Co.      11  Bloor  St.  E. 

and  all  other  Brunswick  Record  Dealers 
The  Musical  Mdse.  Sales  Co.,     79  Wellington  St.  W.  Toronto 


PLAYED  ON  ANY    PHONOGRAPH     flffl 


GREETINGS  OF  THE— HIC— SEASON. 
Mrs.  Van  Afsnod    (as  inebriated  bum  brushes  against 
her) — How  gauche! 

Aforesaid    Inebriated    Bum —    Fine,    thanksh.         How 
gauche  with  you? 

— Spider  Web. 


An     Astounding    Success 

Nearly  a  thousand  copies  of  COLLEGE 
HUMOR  have  been  sold  as  a  result  of  the 
advertisement  in  last  month's  GOBLIN. 
Nearly  a  thousand  satisfied  buyers;  think 
of  it!  There  are  still  a  few  copies  left. 
These  may  be  obtained  in  Toronto  at  Hart 
House,  Students'  Book  Dept.,  and  Engin- 
eering Society;  or  they  will  be  mailed  post- 
paid at  fifty  cents  the  copy,  to  any  address 
in  the  world. 

GOBLIN     -     -     8  University  Ave.,  Toronto 


Goblin 


Columbia 

Records 


The  Brightest  Music  For  All 
The  New  Dance  Steps 

Fox-trots,  one-steps  and  wonderful  waltz- 
es— the  music  is  ready  whenever  you  are! 
You  can  choose  the  latest  hits  by  the  best 
dance  organizations.  It's  FUN  to  learn  the 
new  steps  when  you  dance  to  Columbia 
Records  played  on  the  Columbia  Grafonola. 


I  A-3553 
I    85  c. 


A  Few  Suggestions 

Just  a  Little  Love  Song — Fox-Trot,  Eddie  Elkins' 
Orchestra. 

Lonesome  Hours — Fox-Trot,  Eddie   Elkins  Orch. 

Bow  Wow  Blues — Fox-Trot,  California  Ramblers.)  A-3554 
Smilin' — Fox-Trot,  California  Ramblers.  /     85  c. 

Cutie — Intro.  "I've  found  a  Bud  Amongst  the 
Roses,"  Medley  Fox-Trot,  Knickerbocker 
Orchestra.  A-3557 

Venetian   Love   Boat — Fox-Trot,  Ray  Miller  and  j      85c. 
His       Black     and     White 
Melody  Boys. 

When    Shall    We    Meet^   Again — Medley    Waltz, -v 

J 

COLUMBIA  GRAPHOPHONE  CO.,    TORONTO 


Prince's  Dance  Orchestra.' [  A"6208 


By  the  Old  Ohio  Shore — Waltz,  Prince's   Dance 
Orchestra 


A  Light  Luncheon 

For  The  Golfer 


Most  good  golfers  don't  eat  heavily 
at  noon.  Watch  them.  Usually  they 
will  be  quite  satisfied  with  a  few  pea- 
nut butter  sandwiches  and  a  glass  of 
milk.  They  know  the  food  value  of 
peanut  butter  and  they  know  that 
MacLaren's  is  the  best  brand. 


MacLar  en-Wright    Limited 


TORONTO. 


"All  that  woman  thinks  of  is  clothes." 
"From  all  appearances,  I  should  say  she  was  practically 
thoughtless."  — Froth. 

G-G-G 

When  you  see  a  boob  holding  the  attention  of  an 
audience  of  wise  men,  he  is  talking  about  his  affairs  with 
women.  — Frivol 

G-G-G 

To  think  is  to  be  a  pessimist.  For  that  reason  their 
numbers  are  necessarily  limited.  — Frivol. 


ASK  FOR 


MCLAUGHLIN'S 

Ginger  Ale 

AT  HART  HOUSE  TUCK 
AND  MOST  GOOD  SHOPS 


Goblin 


THE  REAL  COUNT. 


Sunday    School    Teacher — Jimmy,    do    you    count    ten 
before  you  hit  another  boy? 

Jimmy — Naw!      De  referee  counts  ten  after  I  hits  him! 

—Life. 


G-G-G 


"Did   either   your   wife   or   her   car   get  injured   in   the 
accident  yesterday?" 

"Not  very  much.      Just  a  little  paint  chipped  off  both." 

— Lampoon. 


Another  Special  Offer! 

Four  Issues  for  60c. 

For  the  special  benefit  of  University 
students  who  want  their  sad  existence 
brightened  throughout  the  summer, 
we  will  mail  four  issues  of  GOBLIN, 
i.e.,  May  Special,  and  the  summer 
numbers,  for  the  regular  price  of 
three. 


This  offer  will  be  made  only  once,  to  new 
subscribers  only,  and  coupon  below 
must  be  sent  with  remittance. 


To  GOBLIN 

8  University  Avenue,  Toronto. 

Send    the   next    four   issues   of   GOBLIN 
(beginning  with  May  No.)  to 


J.  n  GIBBON 


Ifr-     JUDGE 

EMILY 
MUCPMY 

(JanfyUnutkl 


CaizddcTs  Present 

in  Prose  and  Poetry 

The  pen  perpetuates  the  peoples 
and  the  problems  of  all  periods 
of  history  ;  for  it  is  by  the  prod- 
ucts of  the  pen  that  we  gain  our 
conception  of  the  past  and 
present. 

One  of*  Canada's  greatest  assets  is  the 
richness  of  her  golden  mines  of  poetry 
and  prose.  Her  authors  have  won  repu- 
tations in  the  world  of  letters  of  which 
she,  as  a  nation,  may  well  be  proud. 

FounfgivPten 

is  the  connecting  link  between  thought 
and  printed  page. 

Because  of  the  simplicity;  the  perfection 
of  the  mechanism  ;  its  even  flow  and 
easy  smoothness  ;  it  is  the  chosen  pen 
of  the  writers  of  to  day. 

There  are  many  styles  —  for  character  ; 
but  only  one  quality — for  satisfaction. 


$2-50  $4.50  $5.00  and  Up 

Selection  and  Service  at  best  stores  everywhere 
179  St.  James  Street,  Montreal 

New  York  Boston  Chicago 


San  Francisco 


London 


She:— 

"I  have  so  much 

correspondence. 

The 

letters  are 

just 

rolling  in." 

He:— 

"Huh,   must  be  circular  letters 

" 

—Ph 

oenix. 

G-G-G 

She- 

— "I'll  never  trust 

any  man  in 

the 

dark." 

He 

(after  a  scrap)  — 

"It's  a  cinch 

you  have 

nothing 

to 

fear  in 

the  day  time." 

—Ph 

oenix. 
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Private  Stock 


Women — You  can't  beat  them — and  if  you  do — you're 
pinched ! 

G-G-G 

A  couple  got  married  recently  after  a  courtship  which  had 
lasted  34  years.  Perhaps  the  poor  old  man  was  too  feeble 
to  hold  out  any  longer. 

G-G-G 

Women  can't  reason,  they're  all  unreasonable;  in  fact, 
we  can't  see  much  reason  for  women  at  all ! 
G-G-G 

Most  women  try  to  sing,  or  try  to  play  the  piano.      Yea, 
Veralie!      Women  are  very  trying! 
G-G-G 

Would   our   learned    professors   class   "goo",    "da-da", 
"ug",  "glob",  etc.,  as  early  English? 
G-G-G 

Philosophers  say  that  shutting  the  eyes  makes  the  hearing 
more  keen.  This  may  account  for  so  many  closed  eyes 
in  the  churches. 

G-G-G 

Popular  tourist  resorts  are  a  full-dress  parade  of  social 
weaknesses. 

G-G-G 

Mr.  Harvey,  the  American  Ambassador  to  Great  Britain, 
met  with  a  serious  accident  on  Monday  morning  at  Cannes. 
.  .  .  .  his  car  was  crashed  into  from  behind  by  another 
car  .  .  .  and  he  was  thrown  out  He  fell  heavily, 
striking  his  forehead  and  injuring  the  lower  part  of  his 
back.  No  bones  were  broken.  It  is  believed  that  Mr. 
Harvey  will  be  unable  to  sit  with  the  Supreme  Council, 
now  meeting  at  Cannes,  for  several  days. 

— From  the  British   Weekly. 
— Trust  Mr.  Harvey  to  stand  up  for  the  American  people. 


Fashion  notes  say  that  the  skirts  are  going  to  be  longer. 
We  should  say  that  in  future  it  will  be  on  hydrants,  not 
telephone  poles,  that  men's  heads  will  be  fractured. 

G-G-G 

KNOCKED  DOWN  BY  MOTOR 

ALIGHTING  FROM  A  CAR 

Star,  March  II 

Henceforth  motors  unaccompanied  by  guardians  should 
not  be  allowed  on  street  cars. 

G-G-G 

That  most  prolific  of  all  penny-a-liners,  Anonymous,  was, 
is  and  will  be  the  only  one  ever  to  write  exactly  and  honestly 
his  thoughts  about  women. 

G-G-G 

The  Bible  is  certainly  a  logical  book.  It  commences 
with  a  man  and  a  woman  alone  in  a  garden,  and  ends  with 
Revelations. 

G-G-G 

An  optomist  is  a  man  who  takes  his  best  girl  to  a  show 
with  only  two  dollars  in  his  pocket.  A  pessimist  is  the 
girl  who  always  takes  a  dollar  along  with  her. 

G-G-G 

If  you  must  try  to  kiss  her  make  sure  you  succeed;  she'll 
never  forgive  you  if  you  don't. 

G-G-G 

The  weaker  sex  is  the  portion  of  the  human  race  that  goes 
down  town  in  zero  weather,  in  a  half-masted  lace  waist  and 
pumps,  to  buy  a  muffler  and  woollen  socks  for  her  husband, 
so  he  can  go  to  work. 


I   Hate  Women! 

Do  you  remember  the  night  that 

Jean  broke  your  date  to 

Go  out  with  the  other 

Chap,  and  you  in  disgust 

Went  to  the  movies. 

But  'admitted'  next  day 

Off-handedly,  that  you  had 

Gone  out  for  a 

Little  time  with  the  boys, 

And  she  laughed  and 

Said, 

"Why  Jack!  I  saw 

You  coming  out  of  the  Alhambra 

Alone." 

G-G-G 


Evolution 

Christened 

Mary 

William 

Public  School 

Marie 

Bill 

High  School 

May 

Bill 

College 

Mae 

Bill 

NOW 

MA 

-      BILL 

G-G-G 


My  Love. 

Sometimes  she's  proud  and  haughty, 
Anon,  she's  bright  and  gay. 

Sometimes  her  eyes  are  soft  and  brown 
Again,  they're  cold  and  gray. 

Sometimes  we  meet  on  city  street 
And  then  she  smiles  at  me. 

But  when  I  walk  in  rustic  haunts 
Milady  oft  I  see. 

But  though  I  know  her  every  line 
And  contour,  full  of  grace ; 

Yet  never  have  I  heard  her  voice 
Or  told   her   face  to   face, 

That  I  call  myself  her  lover; 

Yes!  the  reason's  easily  seen. 
She's  the  lady  on  the  cover 

Of  my   favorite  magazine ! 


The  Original  Chicken  Joke. 

First  Pithecanthropes:— "Whose  chicken's  that?" 
Second  Ditto:— "Which?" 


G-G-G 


It  seems  to  the  sane  that  Love  would  shut  up  shop  in 
these  days  of  flapping  goloshes  and  flimsy  frocks,  were  he 
not  blind. 
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We  Three. 

"No,"  stated  the  misogynic  would-be  philosopher,  "I  am 
not  fond  of  the  society  of  women,  and  can  get  along  without 
it  beautifully.  When  I  am  in  a  talkative  mood,  a  parrot 
can  converse  as  intelligently  as  one  of  the  weaker  sex,  while 
a  dog  is  much  more  satisfactory  for  a  quiet  walk.  Then, 
when  I  want  to  sit  by  the  fire  with  a  congenial  companion — " 

"Nothing  doing,"  said  his  sister,  "you  aren't  going  to 
bring  any  donkeys  into  this  house." 

G-G-G 

Like  Many   Roman. 

There  once  was  a  young  man  from  Kan., 

Who  liked  very  much  taking  chan, 

He  entered  a  cage, 

With  a  lion  in  a  rage 

And  barely  escaped  with  his  pan. 

G-G-G 

If  a  pretty  girl  were  as  clever  as  she  is  told  she  is,  she'd  be 
able  to  see  that  it  wasn't  true. 

G-G-G 


Gwendolyn:  "You  know,  darling,  seeing  is 
believing." 

Darling:  "Well,  how  men  must  believe  the 
women  of  to-day!" 


\\.\1     |1.VrV- 


The  Woman-Hater. 


Was  It  A  Necking  Party? 

It  was  at  the  Van  Brewster's  reception,  heralded  far  and 
wide  as  the  social  event  of  the  season.  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Jones  arrived  late,  a  little  flustered  by  the  magnificence  of  the 
leception  'hall.  Jones,  in  his  embarrassment  handed  the 
butler  a  laundry  check. 

"Pardon  me  sir,"  said  the  offended  official,  "but  what 
is  this  for?" 

Jones,  however,  was  equal  to  the  occasion. 

"Two  callers!"  he  replied,  without  hesitation. 


GODLIN 


13 


JZ& 


'Mirr^P 


^v,f/' 


HllllllllllHUIIIIII 


/■r-fiik 


I  Started  oui\m^  life  with  joy\\  ^ 

And  Sparkled  wken  milady  smiled  |}j 
But  since  I ve  wricked  ker  day  Ly  day 
I  ve  loamod  tkefcallin^  of  Ike  wild1! 

I  understand  Ike  xeasoxt  now 
Why  ke  Wko  was  a  poet  wise 
So  often  sani(kis  ^on(s  about 
keli/kt  tkatlies  mwomens* 
°  ^X       eyes." 

-^txdl^ncLKes  Jklxes! 
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Drawn  By   G.  P.  M.  Sparling 
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Sprtl  Jfoote 

By  reason  of  their  restrictive  nomenclature,  one 
might  be  reasonably  led  into  the  assumption  that 
April  Fools  were  an  especial  and  distinct  kind  of 
fool,  differing  in  the  same  way  from  the  ordinary 
variety  of  fools  as  a  Farmer  government  differs 
from  the  common  or  garden  variety  of  govern- 
ment. Not  at  all;  the  conclusion  is  erroneous. 
The  April  Fool  does  not  hibernate  all  winter,  come 
out  in  the  spring  with  the  other  saps,  glory  in  his 
folly  and  then  aestatate  all  summer.  Oh  no !  He 
is  with  us  all  the  time.  He  is  the  jay-walker  of 
the  good-old-summertime,  the  fall  guy  of  the 
Woodbine  autumn  meeting  and  the  bird  who  buys 
a  three-year-old  holly-covered  box  of  cigars  for  his 
best  friend  at  Christmas.  It  is  only  with  the  com- 
ing of  April,  however,  that  his  complaint  becomes 
so  aggravated  as  to  have  attention  drawn  to  it. 
Hence  the  term,  "April  Fool". 

Now  you  ask,  gentle  reader,  we  are  sure,  why 
April  should  be  chosen  exclusively  for  the  higher 
forms  of  folly.  Ha!  We  shall  tell  you.  It  is 
because  of  the  season  of  the  year,  the  spring. 

Spring  is  well-known  as  the  time  of  foolishness. 
In  the  spring  a  young  man's  fancy  lightly  turns, 
and  so  forth.  Etymologically  speaking,  it  is  re- 
garded in  many  quarters  as  probable  that  the 
word  is  derived  from  the  neo-Kalthusian  word, 
"espringesr",  meaning  the  period  of  folly ;  spring 
is  the  time  of  poetry,  punk  philosophy  and  melli- 
fluous persiflage  whispered  by  the  side  of  babbling 
brook. 

Do  not  be  too  hard  upon  the  poor  April  Fools. 
During  the  rest  of  the  year  they  are  simply  ordin- 
ary fools  like  other  men  but  they  are  more  keenly 
sensitive  to  the  inherent  folly  of  spring  than  are 
their  brothers.  Condone  therefore,  their  irregu- 
larities. 
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(©utcfe!    <^et  &  Crotob  &nb  OTe'U  $atoe  1  $anic 


"Hush,  little  idea, 

Don't  you  cry; 

You'll  be  a  panic, 

Bye  and  bye." 
Somewhere  in  a  little  back  office  a  group  of  men 
work  feverishly  night  and  day.  Ever  and  anon 
their  pale  faces  flush  with  a  fiendish  glow  and 
another  panic  is  launched  upon  the  world.  This 
is  the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  Public  and 
Private  Panics  and  Perils. 

The  world  is  being  demoralized  by  Jazz,  Mor- 
monism  and  Moonshine;  it  is  threatened  with 
destruction  by  vagrant  comets  and  generally 
blown  to  atoms  by  red  radicals  and  racial  riots.  We 
must  at  once  assimilate  acres  of  Iron  and  Yeast 
or  the  efforts  of  the  Safety  League  in  saving  us 
from  the  rampant  motors,  and  the  anti-tobacco- 
nists in  saving  us  from  nicotine  will  come  to 
naught. 

The  first  panic  on  record  was  a  washout. 
Everybody  got  soaked  saving  Noah,  family  and 
wife's  relations.  Peter  the  Hermit  was  the  most 
successful  panic  promoter  of  the  Middle  Ages. 
He  started  the  crusades,  but  nobody  benefited 
but  the  Tourists'  Guides  and  the  Armour  Plate 
foundries. 


Among  recent  panics  which  had  a  long  run  was 
the  Yellow  Peril,  which  gave  color  to  a  lot  of  news- 
paper articles  and  the  lead-poisoning  bogy  of  last 
summer. 

May  we  suggest  a  few  wild  panics  for  the  next 
three  months?  For  April:  A  scourge  of  worms 
with  expeditions  under  newspaper  editors  to  per- 
sonally conduct  the  robins  north.  For  May:  An 
anti-examination  agitation,  characterized  by  the 
publication  of  statistics  showing  that  the  alarm- 
ing increase  in  blackmail  and  cradle-snatching  is 
directly  due  to  overstudy.  During  June  we  should 
become  hysterical  over  the  Ice  Cream  fiend,  the 
wretch  whose  poverty-stricken  wife  and  starving 
child  weep  for  their  father  lying  fizzed  at  the 
fountain. 

"Father,  dear  father,  come  home  with  me  now ; 

And  swear  off  the  cruel  frozen  essence  of  cow." 
Personally  we  have  always  considered  panics 
to  be  vulgar,  but  there  seems  to  be  a  big  demand 
for  them.  Nothing  can  accomplished  without  a 
panic.  Progress  would  be  impossible.  The 
greatest  panic  of  all  will  come  when  the  little 
office  closes  up  for  want  of  copy  and  the  last  panic 
has  panned. 


&  Comer  Jf  or  &rm=Cf)air  Solomons 


Do  you  solve  problems?  Can  you  unravel  the 
Balkan  situation  ?  Has  your  club  a  ready  reply  to 
the  Irish  question?  If  you  are  a  latent  Lloyd 
George  or  a  hidden  Harding,  practise  on  this. 

Canadian  authors  are  censured  for  selling  their 
best  work  to  American  periodicals.  Canadian  au- 
thors say  "that  Canadian  magazines  do  not  pay 
enough  to  enable  them  to  live  outside  the  House  of 


Industry.  Canadian  magazine  publishers  say 
they  cannot  pay  more,  because  the  Canadian  pub- 
lic prefers  to  buy  American  publications,  and 
doesn't  give  them  a  chance.  In  defense  the  public 
says  that  it  has  to  buy  American  publications  to 
read  the  best  Canadian  authors.  Page  the  Delphic 
Oracle. 
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A  Him  Of  Hate 


/  HATE  women. 

They  endanger  my  career. 

There  is  the  bona-  fide 

All  gone  to  brain  woman 

One  look  at  her  and  you  know  she  has  brains. 

They  stick  out  all  over  her. 

She  is  the  delight  of  professors 

And  the  despair  of  everyone  else. 

She  can  meet  all  comers. 

In  higher  Mathematics,  Philosophy  or  Economics. 

She  knows  as  much  about  relativity  as  Einstein. 

But  unlike  Einstein,  she  can  explain  it. 

She  could  set  Edison  a  questionnaire 

That  would  make  him  roll  over  and  play  dead. 

She  can  read  a  treatise  on  Calculus 

With  the  same  mental  ease  with  which  you  read  Snappy 

Her  dearest  wish  is  to  enveigle  you 

Into  a  discussion  on  Evolution. 

Then  she  proceeds  to  wipe  the  mat  with  you 

And  as  you  hang  sagging  on  the  ropes 

She  wonders  what  you  are  doing  at  College. 

You  wonder  too. 

You  sadly  wish  you  had  taken  Father's  advice 

And  gone  into  his  pork  store. 

And  yet,  deep  down  in  your  heart  of  hearts 

You  have  a  mean  suspicion 

That  the  time  will  not  be  long 

When  she  will  be  a  paying  guest 

At   some   sanitarium. 

You  hope  so,  at  any  rate. 

Then  there  is  the  jazz-mad 

Ain't  we  got  fun  type. 

The  kind  that  newspaper  columnists 

Make  an  indecent  living  off. 

She  is  taking  an  honour  course 

In  class  parties  and  pink  teas. 

Her  brains,  if  any,  are  in  her  feet 

And  she  usually  has  small   feet. 

When  you've  taken  one  look  at  her 

You   feel  you  ought  to  go 

And  give  yourself  up  to  the  police. 

She  rolls  her  own,  smokes  your  cigarettes. 

Borrows  your  copy  of  Mile.  De  Maupin 

And  can  give  you  pointers  in  cussing. 


She  thinks  it's  perfectly  cunning 

To  drink  it  out  of  a  flask. 

And  she's  awfully  cute  when  she  says 

"Didja  ever  hear  this  one.  ..." 

She  has  that  much-advertised  school-girl  complexion 

But  cannot  keep  it. 

It  comes  off  on  your  cheek  when  you  dance  with  her 

She  just  adores  motoring 

And  on  a  gallon  of  gas  you  can  go  a  long  way. 

She  is  seriously  considering 

Transferring  to  a  social  service  course. 

"One    should    do    something    to    help    one's 

shouldn't  one?" 
You  know  a  perfectly  wonderful  way 
In  which  she  could  benefit  her  fellow  man. 
There  is  a  nice  deep  bay  at  the  foot  of  Yonge  Street 

And  there  are  no  end  of  dark  nights 

But  what's  the  use? 


And  then  there  is  the  rare 

Old  fashioned  kind. 

You  know,  the  kind  that  poets  rave  about. 

I   always  thought  poets   feeble-minded. 

Now  I  know  it. 

She  goes  to  College 

Because  she  is  too  young  to  marry 

And  too  bourgeois  to  jazz  a  typewriter. 

College  to  her 

Is  not  an  educational  centre. 

It  is  a  marriage  market. 

She  loves  to  "entertain"  you  in  her  home 

With  Paw  and  Maw  as  interested  spectators 

And  small  brother,  to  endure 

At  the  psychological  moment 

Her  sticky  embrace 

In  order  that  you,  poor  fool, 

May  see  how  domesticated  and  fond  of  children  she  is. 

She  believes  that  woman's  place  is  the  home 

Your  home,  if  she  can  manage  it. 

The  second   time  you  call 

Paw  inquires  as  to  your  intentions. 

I  have  said  this  kind  is  RARE. 

Should  I  have  said  RAW? 

I  hate  women. 

They  endanger  my  career. 


ow    man, 


17 


Legs  to  the  right  of  us 
Legs  to  the  left  of  us 
Legs  in  front  of  us 
How  they  display  them. 
On  they  go  trippingly 
Dainty  and  skippingly 
Frost  that  bites  nippingly 
Does  not  dismay  them. 


Legs 


— by  Mississippi 


— Dedicated 

Straight  legs  and  bandy  ones 
Poor  legs  and  dandy  ones 
Awkward  and  handy  ones 
Flirt  with  the  breezes. 
Round  legs  and  flatter  ones 
Thin  legs  and  fatter  ones 
Especially  the  latter  ones 
Showing  their  kneeses. 


to    Mr.    Hippy. 

Knock-kneed  and  bony  ones 
Real  legs  and  phony  ones 
Silk-covered  tony  ones 
Second  to  none. 
Straight  and  distorted  ones 
Mates  and  ill-sorted  ones 
Home  and  imported  ones 
Ain't  we  got  fun. 


Hands  Across  the  See 


Some  girls  are  popular  because  they  are  good  looking  and 
some  aren't  popular. 

G-G-G 

That  Awful  Moment. 

When  Mary,  trying  her  best  to  make  a  good  impression, 
glimpses  herself  in  the  mirror  and  finds  that  her  nose  has 
acquired  a  most  unbecoming  "sandpaper  gloss". 

When  John  first  hears  his  young  brother  describing  him 
as  "behind  the  times"  and,  "rusty  on  rugby." 

When  Alice  sees  an  exact  duplicate  of  the  "model  hat" 
she  has  bought  at  the  exclusive  French  millinery  shop,  on  the 
head  of  her  hated  rival. 

When  Bill,  in  the  full  glory  of  his  first  dress  suit,  finds 
that  somehow,  his  tie  is  not  "just  like  the  other  fellows'." 

When  Elizabeth  hears  her  choicest  tid-bit  of  gossip 
(which  she  has  stored  up  for  the  afternoon  tea)  given  with 
relish  by  her  best  friend. 

When  Dick  takes  "the  one  and  only"  for  a  spin  and  runs 
short  of  "gas"  five  miles  from  the  nearest  garage. 


$jt 


Mother — "Kathleen,  what  book  are  you  read- 
ing?    Is  it  a  good  book  for  little  girls?" 

Kathleen  (aged  11) — "Oh,  yes,  mummy.  It's 
perfectly  all  right.  There's  only  one  murder  in 
it,  and  it's  committed  by  a  lady." 


G-G-G 

Pastoral. 

She  stands  in  the  field. 
She  is  alone. 
A   storm   is   coming. 
It  grows  dark,  and  a  sighing 
Wind  moans  through  the  tree-tops. 
There  is  a  flash  of  lightning. 
Why  does  she  stand  so  still? 
Is  she  paralyzed  with  fear? 

No,    for   with    a    frightened    moo    she    ambles   over    to    the 
shelter  of  a  protecting  pine. 


Well,  You  Know  What  Number  This  Is. 

/  HATE  'EM!  What  is  there  in  an  abbreviated  skirt 
— a  bandy  pair  of  extremities  covered  with  silk,  a  gait  that 
apes  that  of  a  bow-legged  ostrich  with  bunions — a  waist  that 
renders  the  mathematical  calculation  of  the  number  of  ribs 
in  the  human  body  an  absurdity — a  face  obscured  by 
unartistically  applied  chemical  preparations,  etc.,  etc., — 
that  causes  our  fellow-men  to  lose  their  senses,  money,  time, 
effort  and  opportunities? 

Love  is  not  blind.  It  is  cross-eyed.  When  a  fellow  is 
in  that  comatose  state  called  "in  love",  he  is  "doped".  His 
point  of  view  is  so  distorted  that  it  is  not  until  he  has  been 
bitterly  disillusioned  that  he  comes  to  his  senses  again. 

Then  he  commences  to  see  the  sheer  absurdity  that 
attaches  itself  to  the  process  of  falling  in  love.  He  becomes 
so  disgusted  with  the  whole  situation  that  he  either  marries 
a  "nice"  girl, — not  pretty,  not  too  clever,  nothing  very 
exceptional,  yet  withal  "nice", — or  he  takes  to  drink — or 
becomes  a  bootlegger — or  takes  to  golf — or  begins  to  read 
Schopenhauer — or  becomes  a  plain  ordinary  woman-  hater. 

Yes,  /  HATE  'EM.  Mary  was  pretty  but  she  had  no 
brains.  Kate  wasn't  much  on  looks  but  she  was  too  d — 
wise.  Evelyn  was  pretty  and  clever  but  didn't  like  me. 
Dorothy  was  romantic,  Fanny  was  bow-legged.  Myrtle 
lisped,  Ann  was  sarcastic,  Edith  expected  too  much,  and 
Helen  was  fickle.  So,  my  dear  uncle,  I  say  that  it  is  better 
to  have  loved  and  lost  than  to  have  thought  you  loved  and 
made  an  ass  of  yourself. 

G-G-G 


Time: — Any  evening  in  the  weel(; 
The  place: — Wilh:n  a   rectory; 

O  no,  the  hook  ,s  no'     The  Sheil(". 

They're  trying  to  find  the   Woman  Hater's  Number 

In  the  Telephone  Directory. 


tgaa.  ..^qJ 
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FROM 
*»OVC   - 


GOBLIN — seen  through  a  hole  in  the  window  shade. 


Oh,  You  Mean — 

Standfast:  "Does  Marjorie  pet  as  much  as  Irene?" 
Sitfast:  "No,  she  is  several  laps  behind." 


The  Business  Staff  done  this. 
A  farmer  attempting  to  plough 
Thought  his  fields  were  exceedingly  rough. 
They  seemed  like  tough  dough, 
But  he  drove  the  plough  through; 
Though  the  rough  going  gave  him  a  cough! 

And  on  the  other  hand — 

Such  I  vough  was  the  pougher  of  the  plough 
Twould  cut  doughn  through  a  seven  inch  bough 
And  I  could  tell  you  hough 
It  ran  over  a  sough 

(And  the  rough,  I'll  allough,  was  enuff  for  a  cough) 
But  I  see  that  you  froughn,  so  not  nough. 
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Ready  Reckoner  For  Female  Fallacies 

by  F.  A.  MacLennan 


I  am  not  endeavouring  to  curry  favour  with  the  ladies 
when  I  say  emphatically  that  I  am  not  a  woman-hater.  Nor 
do  I  see  any  reason  for  becoming  one.  Certainly  not  be- 
cause in  a  somewhat  limited  experience  with  the  deadlier  of 
the  species  I  have  probably  received  the  average  number 
of  jilts  and  jolts.  For  I  can  see  no  earthly  sense  in  a  man 
pining  away  or  taking  his  bleeding  heart  to  a  girl  who  really 
understands  him,  just  because  the  first  damsel  deceived  him. 
Far,  far  from  it.  Shuffling  off  this  mortal  coil  will  merely 
contribute  to  her  vanity,  and  another  maid  will  deceive  him 
just  the  same. 

Instead  of  railing  against  the  sex,  your  philosopher  will 
resign  himself  to  the  inevitable  and  even  pretend  not  to  see 
through  the  loved  one's  prevarications,  realizing  that  he 
might  go  further  and  prabably  fare  worse.  In  time  he 
should  become  a  tolerable  judge  of  when  she  is  telling  the 
truth,  if  he  stays  with  one,  whereas  each  successive  venture 
entails  going  through  the  learning  process  over  again.  The 
plain,  unvarnished  fact  is  that  a  woman's  guile  and  wiles 
seem  faintly  amusing  in  the  light  of  reflection  and  tobacco. 
Accept,  disconsolate  suitor,  the  verdict  of  the  poet  that  the 
name  of  woman  is  fraility — and  go  on  loving  them,  God 
bless    em ! 

A  woman  is  never  to  be  trusted  less  than  when  she  volun- 
teers a  confession.  When  the  lady  says,  in  such  a  contrite 
hesitating  way,  "I  have  something  to  tell  you,"  be  not  de- 
ceived, and  above  all  do  not  reciprocate  with  damning  ad- 
missions of  your  own  sins.  Because  in  the  first  place  she 
will  only  tell  you  what  she  considers  sufficient  to  allay  your 
suspicions  and  reserve  the  worst,  and  then  she  is  in  a  position 
to  make  you  feel  the  guiltiest  wretch  at  large.  It  will  pay 
you  better  to  be  magnanimous  and  refuse  to  listen,  for, 
depend  upon  it,  you  have  already  guessed  far  more  than 
she  will  reveal. 

Mere  man  can  frequently  never  tell  whether  he  is  dealing 
with  an  innocent  babe  or  the  craftiest  of  sirens.  Oh,  the 
naive,  disarming  way  they  have  of  artlessly  mentioning,  just 
in  passing  as  it  were,  an  incident  which,  related  by  another, 
would  have  roused  your  ire.  It  is  a  mark  of  either  the  simp- 
lest or  the  deepest  of  women.  And  how  effective— for  she  has 
anticipated  objections,  and  should  you  betray  signs  of  resent- 
ment her  eye-brows  are  arched  in  surprise  and  the  first  thing 
you  know  you  are  apologizing  for  the  Lord  only  knows  what. 
Next  to  tears,  the  most  potent  weapon  in  a  woman's 
ormoury  is  the  half-truth.      If  she  tells  you   casually,   too 


casually,  that  she  was  out  driving  with  Mabel  or  down  to  a 
show  with  Edna,  do  not  press  the  question  further  and  ask, 
'Who  else?''  A  girl  hates  to  be  cornered.  So  far  from 
looking  the  least  abashed,  she  will  fly  off  at  you  and,  of 
course,  you  are  in  the  wrong  again.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
you  are  always  in  the  wrong. 

Take  another  instance  of  their  touching  pseudo-candour. 
Let  us  suppose  that  your  unknown  rival  has  given  her  his 
class-pin  or,  in  the  old  days,  his  battalion  badge  or  some 
sentimental  trinket.  Does  the  dear  thing  keep  it  out  of  your 
sight?  Ah,  she  knows  a  trick  worth  three  of  that.  You 
would  be  sure  to  hear  of  it  eventually,  so  she  cooly  wears  it 
light  under  your  eyes  The  wise  man  will  taken  no  notice 
and  refrain  from  questions  for  he  knows  the  why  and  the 
wherefore.  But  the  callow  youth  will  gape  at  it  open- 
mouthed,  his  face  an  animated  interrogation  mark,  and  blurt 
out,  "Who  gave  you  that?"  The  poor  simp!  That  is  just 
the  opening  she  has  been  waiting  for.  Without  the  slightest 
sign  of  confusion,  she  will  look  at  the  thing  as  though  seeing 
it  for  the  first  time  and,  with  big,  round,  innocent  eyes  look- 
ing into  his,  proceed  to  explain. 

Just  a  friend  of  the  family,  of  course.  Her  chum's 
brother  or  a  fifth  cousin,  or  well,  you  know  how  it  goes. 
But  the  amazing  part  of  it  all  is  that  she  apparently  considers 
it  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world.  Now  what  can  the 
man  say?  Nothing.  In  the  vernacular,  she  has  beaten  him 
to  it.  And  if  he  even  looks  sceptical,  she  will  flaunt  it 
before  him  every  time  he  comes  up  for  months.  Down  in 
his  heart  he  knows  full  well  that  men  do  not  throw  around 
such  tokens  indiscriminately.  He  knows  where  and  why  he 
would  himself  bestow  similar  souvenirs.  But  if  the  girl, 
bless  her  trusting  heart,  is  not  aware  of  their  significance,  he 
cannot  be  a  brute  and  raise  Cain.  So  he  consoles  himself 
with  the  cynical  reflection  that  she  is  doubtless  reserving 
his  gages  d'amour  to  regale  the  other  chap's  eyes  withal. 

When  the  lowly  male  gets  into  complications,  he  invari- 
ably makes  blundering  efforts  to  cover  up  his  tracks,  lies  like 
a  hero — and  gets  deeper  into  the  soup.  Woman,  on  the 
contrary,  cloaks  her  duplicity  behind  a  semblance  of  engag- 
ing frankness — and  comes  off  with  flying  colours.  But 
there  is  no  call  to  hate  them  for  their  charming  little  subter- 
fuges and  evasions.  After  all,  they  do  it  for  our  sakes  and 
they  were  created  that  way.  In  the  words  of  the  old 
Roman,  "Varium  et  mutabile  semper  femina." 


Ya-a-ah  Women! 

I  know  women  an'  I  spurn  'em. 

I  know  what  they  mean  when  they  say,  "You  got  a  kind 
face ".      Sure,  easy  kind. 

I  know  what  they  mean  when  they  say,  "I  just  love 
movies."      Huh!      I  tell    em  to  bring  their  own  dime. 

Funny  though,  they  all  go  crazy  about  me.  Jest  put 
me  alone  in  a  room  with  some — an'  let  em  at  me.  Pretty 
soon  they'll  start  running  their  fingers  through  my  hair. 
Then  its  all  over  but  the  shoutin'. 

But  do  I  like  it?  Not  I.  I  kinda  lunges  out  with  my 
right  an'  says,  "Go    way  f'm  here!" 

Then  they  starts  bawlin'. 

But  that  don't  work  with  me.  No  sir!  I'm  gonna  buy 
me  a  pair  o'  them  there  Indian  clubs.  Pretty  soon  I'll 
have  the  place  all  cluttered  up  with  dead  women. 

Treat  'em  rough.      That's  me. 

Gad,  I  hate  women!  An'  the  girls  is  jest  as  bad.  I 
give  a  girl  a  kiss  once  an'  she  went  an'  told  the  World. 
Pretty  soon  my  wife  knew. 

Yeah,  that's  a  black  eye. 


"What  is  this  Rotary  Organization?" 

"Aw  iust  a  bunch  of  guvs  with  wheels  in  their 

heads." 


G-G-G 

Yes,  But  Hot 

What  blows  the  fleecy  clouds  across  the  sky? 
What  wafts  the  children's  kites  way  up  on  high? 
What  sends  the  beastly  dust  into  your  eye? 
But  wind. 

What  is  it  you  write  the  flolks  at  home? 
What  is  it  that  you  write  the  folks  at  home? 
What  is  it  from  the  prof,  floats  o'er  your  dome? 
Same  kind. 


/..., 


"I  see  as  how  French  Convicts  are  to  be  given 
wives." 

"Unnecessary  cruelty,  I  calls  it !" 
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"John,  dear,  what  would  people  say  if  I  took 
up  amateur  theatricals  and  appeared  in  tights." 

"They  would  probably  say  that  I  married  you 
for  your  money." 


G-G-G 

In  The  Spring  Milady's  Fancy- 
February's  over,  March  is  stealing  by — 
Dreams  of  Easter  bonnets  drift  across  the  sky. 

G-G-G 

It  is  better  to  have  loved  and  lost  than  ever  to  have 
won  at  all. 

G-G-G 

If  a  girl  had  a  face  like  Cleopatra,  eyes  like  Gloria 
Swanson,  hair  like  the  Lorelei,  a  form  like  Venus  and  as 
much  style  as  Lady  Duff-Gordon  it  would  mean  nothing  to 
me.      I'm  blind. 


O  How  I  Hate  Them! 

T'other  night  Mabelle  phoned 

Me  and  said,  "Hullo  old 

Thing.      I'm  absolutely  stuck 

For  something  to  do. 

Be  a  dear,  and  take  me 

To  Sheas.'' 

We  went   to  Sheas. 

After  the  show  Mabelle 
Said,  "D'jever  take  in  the 
Supper  dances  at  the 
King  Eddie?" 
We  took  in  the  S.  D. 

When  it  was  over  and  we 
Were  walking  towards  the 
Door,   she  remarked  sweetly  on 
The  bum  street-car  service. 
We  took  a  laxi  home. 

Mabelle  thanked  me  for  the 
Wonderful  evening  and 
Told  me  I  was  a 
Perfect  dear.       But  she 
Was  wrong — I'm  not. 
I'm  a  poor  fish! 

G-G-G 


Little  Miss  Smarty  went  to  a  party 

1  o  join  in  a  big  drinking  bout; 

Her  mother  was  there, 

But  she  didn't  care, 

'Cause  mother'd  already  passed  out. 

G-G-G 

Why  I  Am  A  Bachelor 

"Is  that  you,  Henry?      What  do  you  mean  by  coming 
in  at  this  hour?" 

"I  thought  you'd  just  love  those  crochetted  slippers.' 

"John,  put  out  that  frightful  cigar,  at  once!'' 

"Hurry  and  get  dressed,  the  MacBoobs  will  be  over  in 
a  few  minutes." 

"You  really  ought  to  get  a  new  smoking  jacket." 

"Maybe  there's  a  pin  sticking  in  it." 
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'BOCKERS 


BW 


My  love  is  quite  slender, 
And  graceful  and  sWeet, 

The  girliest  sort  of  girl 
One  could  meet; 


by 


Betty  White 


B 


/  was  perfectly  sober. 

Can't  blame  it  on  liquors. 
My  love  was  abroad. 
In  black  and  white  knickers. 


I  objected  and  stormed. 

We  talked  until  night. 
But  "Knickers  are  swank, 

If  your  figure  is  right." 


I  called  her 

(Excuse  me  for  skipping), 

I  cant  th:nl(  it  decent, 

But  say — she  looked  ripping! 


To  His  Lady  Objecting  to  His  Pipe 

You  may  be  an  angel ; 
To  smoke  may  be  sin. 
But  I  can't  put  you  out 
When  the  family  comes  in. 
G-G-G 
Then   They   Begin   to   Scratch. 
Eva — Well,  dearie,  how  am  I  looking? 
Elsie — For  men--as  usual. 


U 


T 


This  morning  I  caught  her, 
(My  poor  sainted  aunts!) 

Out  taking  the  air, 

In  a  pair  of  tweed  pants. 


After  a  chap  has  walked  through  seven  miles  of  snow 
drifts,  with  the  temperature  as  low  as  the  wind  is  high,  arid 
then  the  lady  poutingly  asks  him  if  he  really  loves  her  *!  ?*! 
I  ask  you. 


G-G-G 

Shakespeare   Up-to-Date. 

"I  have  a  suit  that  toucheth  Caesar  nearer, 
as  he  handed  Caesar  his  B.V.D.'s. 


said  the  valet 
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'Sh-funny,  I  don't  remember  goin'  up  this  hill  before!' 


Topping,  eh  What? 


Biff— "Where  is  that  five  bucks  I  lent  yuh?" 
Bang — "I  took  me  girl  for  a  spin,  and  it  took  all.' 


Lines  of  a  Mad  Mathematician 

Dear  Love,  if  two  and  two  made  ten, 
And  six  and  eight  made  three; 
Love,  let  us  sit  and  calculate 
What  five  and  nine  would  be. 


G-G-G 

Red   Roses 

Tucked   away   among 

A  cloud  of  lilhes, 

Two  dark  gleaming  pansies. 

And  the  perfume 

Intoxicating 

Rising  to  my  nostrils — 

Dearest  Co-ed,  on  me 

You  have  just  the  opposite  effect. 


Goblin 
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WHAT'S  SAUCE  FOR  THE  GOOSE 

Here  Comes  The  Groom. 


Drawn  By  Walter  Howard 
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"Hullo,  friend,  what's  the  trouble?" 
"I  gave  the  editor  an  article  on  "Fresh  Milk" 
and  he  condensed  it. 


Attic  Lament 

The  house  is  swept  and  garnished, 
My  pipe  is  laid  away: 
There  is  no  peace  about  the  place — 
The  wife  receives  to-day. 

G-G-G 

Personal — "A  young  woman  to  whom  black  is 
particularly  becoming  would  like  to  meet  a  gentleman  in 
poor  health ;  object,  widowhood. 

G-G-G 

The  portrait  tumbled  from  the  wall  and  hit  the 
young  man's  head.  "A  striking  likeness"  was  all  the 
rueful  punster  said. 

G-G-G 

Clothes  don't  always  make  the  man,  but  padding  in  the 
shoulders  helps  some. 

G-G-G 


G-G-G 

More  Epitaphs 

Beneath  this  stone  our  baby  lies. 
He  neither  cries  nor  hollers, 
He  lived  just  one-and-twenty  days, 
And  cost  us  forty  dollars. 

Here  lies 

Elizabeth  Wise. 
She  died  of  thunder  sent  from  heaven, 
Seventeen  hundred  and  seventy-seven. 

Here  lies  my  poor  wife,  without  bed  or  blanket, 
But  dead  as  a  door-nail,  God  be  thankit. 

G-G-G 

The  modern  debutante's  evening  gown  is  usually  of  the 
"low  and  behold"  style. 

G-G-G 

The  famous  man  had  just  finished  addressing  a  woman's 
club.  "How  impressive!"  said  one  of  the  audience.  "How 
broad!"  said  another.  "Entrancing!  Delightful!  Thrill- 
ing!" were  heard  on  all  sides.  In  fact  everybody  agreed 
that  he  had  a  perfect  chin. 


"Why  do  you  think  I  should  have  a  minor  role?" 
"Because  you're  such  a  good  Gold  Digger." 


The  Serpent— "And  They  Still  Blame  Me!" 

G-G-G 


Cinders  from  the 
Smoke  Stack 


GOBLIN  was  talking  to  his  goat  the  other  day. 

"Goatee,''  said  he,  "I  am  going  to  dedicate  the  Woman- 
Haters'  issue  to  all  women." 

"How  come?"  observed  the  goat. 

"Because,"  philosophized  his  Impishness,  "ninety-nine 
per  cent,  of  the  world's  women  haters  are  women. 

"But"  put  in  the  goat,  throwing  away  the  end  of  his 
cigarette. 

"But  me  no  butts,"  said  the  Goblin.  "Here  come  the 
Archbishop  and  Orchestra  Leader." 

Sure  enough  here  was  the  eminent  Archbishop,  bearing  a 
diocese,  arm  in  arm  with  the  Orchestra  Leader. 

"You  know  Arch.,"  the  Orchestra  Leader  was  saying. 
"Every  woman  is  a  woman-hater." 

"Like  Hell!"  said  the  Archbishop,  "Eve  was  the  great- 
est admirer  of  womankind  ever  known. 

"Take  a  seat,"  said  the  Goblin. 

His  Eminence  sat  down  on  a  large  boulder,  while  the 
Orchestra  Leader  perched  on  top  of  the  piano. 
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"Tea  or  Chianti?"  inquired  the  Goblin  as  he  poured 
out  a  cup. 

"I  was  just  saying,"  continued  the  goat  sadly,  "you  never 
really  hate  women  till  you  marry  one." 

"Yea,  verily,"  agreed  the  Archbishop,  "witness  Solomon. 
After  his  first  he  got  hep  to  that,  but  he  took  a  mean  revenge 
on  the  sex  by  marrying  999  more   .    .    .    ." 

"But  you've  got  me  wrong,"  interrupted  the  Goblin,  "I 
don't  hate  women  any  more  than  I  hate  Kiosks  or  Porpoises. 
I  know  nothing  about  either,  but  from  pure  business  ex- 
perience I  know  that  if  you  please  them  success  is  assured. 
Hence  this  issue." 

Here  the  goat  rushed  off  to  phone  his  wife.  The 
Orchestra  Leader  waved  his  baton  at  an  approaching 
street-car  and  the  three  went  off  to  see  Mr.  Ziegfield  do 
a  Midnight  Frolic." 

G-G-G 


k  ■#  • , 
■•■<>/«  -  .hi  . 
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Hope — "What  is  proof  that  the  end  of  a  Univer- 
sity Course  is  hard  to  obtain?" 

Jess — "I  suppose  because  they  give  it  to  us  by 
degrees." 
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AMAZING  REVELATIONS  OF  A  PART  MIND 

A  Series  of  Caustic  Comments  on  Current  Happenings 

liquor  across  the  line  with  the  gee-gees.  was  disowned  by  his  family).    Another 


Goblin  introduces  this  month 
a  new  feature  in  the  nonsensical 
nothings  of  Elwood  Aboil.  It  is 
a  long  time  since  his  breezy  com- 
ment on  topics  of  current  interest 
last  appeared  anywhere,  or  at 
least  it  seems  a  long  time. 

His  pen-name,  probably  better 
known  than  his  real  one,  he  will 
not  at  present  divulge,  but  a  few 
readers,  at  least,  will  probably 
recognize  the  style. 


SOMEBODY  in  the  lower  regions 
is  raising  Hell.  Ghosts  and  spirits 
seem  to  be  everlastingly  coming  up 
everywhere.  The  report  that  a  cargo 
of  spirits  was  landed  on  the  Nova 
Scotia  coast  no  sooner  went  round  than 
a  party  of  American  scientists  and 
newspaper  men  were  over  there  trying 
to  locate  them. 

Now  they've  been  turning  up  in 
Windsor.  Yankees  have  been  search- 
ing for  them  there  for  three  years  now. 

The  latest  stunts  of  the  ghosts  consist 
of  wheeling  baby  carriages  around. 
This  should  be  a  swell  boon  to  young 
mothers.  Mediums  are  supposed  to 
be  making  a  pile  of  money  acting  as 
employment  bureaus,  for  these  ghost 
nurse-maids  never  flirt  with  po- 
licemen. 

A  Kansas  paper  talks  away 
about  a  seance  where  a  medium 
with  rheumatism  in  both  arms 
tried  to  communicate  with  a 
dumb  spirit.  They  do  say  she 
took  great  pains  in  her  work. 

MR.  Seagram,  who  owns  race 
horses  for  a  living,  discover- 
ed via  greetings  from  the  people 
of  the  State  of  New  York,  that 
his  trainer  had  been  residing  in 
the  hoosegow  for  trying  to  take 
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He  said  that  race-horses  must  have 
whiskey  to  drink.  Hence  the  horse 
laugh. 

ERMAN  theatre-managers  are 
putting  in  kennels  for  the  dogs  be- 
longing to  women  patronesses.  If  the 
threatres  aren't  going  to  the  dogs,  why 
then  the  dogs  are  going  to  the  theatres. 

The  theatres  are  one  place  where 
woman-haters  don't  flourish.  A 
week's  hunt  only  brought  out  one.  He 
is  LeRoy  Kenneth,  of  Barrie,  Ver- 
mont, a  mind-reader.  That's  why  he 
is  a  woman-hater.  -  He  started  life 
working  in  the  Barrie  quarries,  and  had 
a  cracking  good  time,  but  got  stoney 
when  the  pay-cheques  didn't  come 
through,  and  went  on  the  stage. 

The  show  business  is  rotten.  So  are 
some  of  the  shows.  The  door-man 
tells  that  a  man  walked  up  to  the  mana- 
ger of  Billy  Watson's  Big  Show  with 
a  bouquet  of  lilies.  "I  saw  your  com- 
pany last  night,"  he  said.  "They 
were  sickening.  I  thought  they  would 
be  dead  by  to-night." 

I  SEE  that  one  of  the  sons  of  one  of 
the  Dodge  Bros,  has  been  pinched, 
after  having  a  high  old  time.  He 
seems  to  be  one  of  the  fastest  Dodge 
runabouts    ever    turned    out    (said    son 


Perpetual  Motion 


litle  Dodge  that  didn't  work. 

In  some  parts  of  the  land  of  the  free, 
they  send  the  girls  home  from  school 
if  their  skirts  are  less  than  four  inches 
below  the  knee.  If  they  tried  that 
stunt  in  Canadian  cities  the  girls  would 
all  come  in  knickerbockers,  and  spend 
all  their  afternoons  at  matinees. 

SOME  young  Solomon  spends  his 
evenings  writing  to  the  papers  about 
us  all  taking  lots  of  baths.  Bathing 
is  a  fine  institution. 

In  the  good  old  days  the  family 
bathroom  consisted  of  a  tin  basin  and 
a  towel.  When  some  of  the  family 
began  to  yap  about  waiting  in  a  cold 
room,  the  better  families  put  in  a 
wooden  wash-tub  with  a  piece  of  carpet 
under  it.  Then  separate  bathrooms 
were  invented  and  this  piled  up  the 
high  cost  of  living  because  folks  had 
to  keep  two  cakes  of  soap  in  the  house 
at  once. 

Iceland  is  about  the  only  place  left 
that  has  no  bath-tubs.  If  there  were 
any  other  attractions  in  the  fool  country 
we  would  all  have  been  there  long  ago. 
They  don't  bathe  in  Arabia,  either, 
but  they  have  a  good  excuse.  Arabia 
is  the  original  home  of  perfume  being 
a  very  good  substitute. 

I  was  interested  to  see  in  a 
New  York  newspaper  the  other 
day  how  a  policeman  defeated 
a  savage  steer.  This  only  shows 
that  a  cop's  one  strong  point  con- 
sists in  his  ability  to  throw  the 
bull. 

In  little  ol'  N'York  last  week 
gunmen  bound  and  gagged  the 
treasurer  of  one  of  the  threatres 
while  2000  people  watched  the 
show,  getting  away  with  $5000; 
probably  part  of  the  audience 
of  the  night  before  getting  their 
money  back. 


Goblin 
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At  the  House-Party 

He  and  his  near-fiancee  sat  on  opposite  sides  of  a  gate- 
legged table,  glowering  into  the  fireplace.  They  had  done 
little  else  during  the  whole  of  the  house-party.  He  looked 
up  angrily. 

"You  are  concealing  something  from  me,  Diana,"  he 
said. 

"Certainly,"  she  replied  slowly,  "you  don't  think  I'm 
Aphrodite  at  the  bath  or  a  Ziegfield  Frolic  girl,  do  you?" 

Jim  Keswick  made  a  motion  of  impatience.  "Very 
funny,"  he  snarled,  "very  trite  and  humorous,  I'm  sure,  but 
let  me  tell  you  that  your  levity  is  quite  out  of  place.  What 
I  mean  is  that  there  is  something  between  you  and  Bob 
Dingle." 

Diana  strolled  to  the  doorway  and  looked  into  the  adjoin- 
ing room. 

"Oh,  Bob,  come  here  a  minute,"  she  said  to  a  tall  youth 
who  immediately  joined  them.  "He's  just  said  he  thinks 
I'm  concealing  something  from  him." 

"Did  Jim  Keswick  say  that,"  asked  Bob,  in  accents  of 
surprise. 

"Yes,"  she  replied. 

Dingle  began  to  laugh  immoderately.  "Risque,"  he 
gasped  between  snorts,  "risque,  but  funny,  very  funny.  I 
can  always  laugh  at  a  joke  of  that  sort  when  it  is  really 
funny." 

Keswick  looked  as  though  he  would  become  speechless 
with  indignation.  "Look  here,"  he  said,  "You  know  very 
well  that  I  don't  mean — that  what  I  mean  is — " 

"James,  my  boy,"  Dingle  interrupted  solemnly,  "a  type 
of  man  I  cannot  admire  is  one  who  says  something  daring 
and  then  tries  to  crawl  out  of  it.  If  you  consider  that  you 
have  acted  in  an  unbecoming  fashion  by  saying  such  a  thing 
in  the  presence  of  this  lady  do  not,  I  implore  you,  make  your 
offense  worse  by  prevarication." 

Keswick,  apparently  on  the  verge  of  apoplexy,  muttered 
a  phrase  under  his  breath. 

"What  did  he  say?"  asked  Diana. 

"I  think  he  said  'my  goodness!'  "  replied  Dingle.  "That 
is  a  figure  of  speech,  not  to  be  taken  literally,  of  course. 
In  this  instance  it  may  be  regarded  as  being  wholly  fanciful, 
an  imaginary  abstract  quality." 

Keswick's  right  hand  closed  meaningly  about  a  poker, 
and  Dingle,  after  a  glance  across  the  table  at  Diana  lapsed 
into  speculative  silence. 

"If  you're  not  the  damn  fool  I  suspect  you  are,"  said 
Keswick.  "You  know  very  well  what  I  mean.  I  think 
there  is  something  between  you  and  Diana." 

'James,"  the  other  replied  earnestly  after  an  effective 
pause,  "I  must  bow  to  your  powers  of  observation;  your 
perception  is  marvellous.      There  is  something  between  us. 
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"What?"  screamed  Keswick,  hoarsely.  Dingle  lit  a  cig- 
arette. 

"About  four  feet  of  table,"  he  said. 

Keswick  dropped  the  poker  and  suddenly  became  calm. 

"You  are  very  much  mistaken,"  he  said  grimly.  "If 
you  think  you  can  disarm  my  suspicions  by  making  facetious 
remarks.  I  think  I  deserve  an  explanation  for  the  confiden- 
tial glances  you  two  have  been  exchanging  all  day." 

"Well,  if  you  must  know,"  said  Diana  quietly,  "Dear 
Bob  and  I  are  as  good  as  engaged — " 

"Don't  explain,"  burst  out  Keswick,  "That's  enough! 
I  get  out  of  your  way.  I  can  still  catch  the  midnight  train 
back." 

He  rushed  out  of  the  room,  a  confused  scuffling  of  feet 
was  heard  overhead  and  Keswick  reappeared,  suitcase  in 
hand. 

"This  has  been  a  lesson  to  me,"  he  declared. 

"Hugh,"  said  Diana,  "I  see  now  that  your  violent  temper 
is  going  to  be  hard  to  put  up  with.  I  was  just  going  to  say 
that  Bob  is  as  good  as  engaged  to  Grace  Worton  and  I, — 
well 


Keswick  threw  the  suitcase  into  the  fire. 


The  Joy  of 
Playing  Yourself — 

The  majority  of  small  musical  instruments  are  easy 
to  learn  to  play — many  of  them  may  be  picked  up 
without  the  aid  of  a  teacher. 

Why  not  drop  in  and  choose  your  favorite  instru- 
ment ?  We  will  gladly  give  you  every  possible 
assistance. 


Come  in  and  ask  to  see 
any  of  these  instruments. 
We  have  a  wonderful  range 
to  choose  from,  and  can  give 
you  a  great  deal  of  helpful 
advice  about  the  choosing  of 
an   instrument. 


Musical 

Instruments 

of 

Quality 


VIOLINS 

CELLOS 

MANDOLINS 

GUITARS 

UKULELES  BANJOS 

SAXOPHONES 

CORNETS 

CLARIONETS 

DRUMS 

XYLOPHONES 


THE  \  A /I      i    [  A  fcyfC&SONSCO. 


R.S. 


WIIXIAMS 


Established  1849 


LIMITED 


1  45  Yonge  Street 


Corner-lot   Philosophy 
"No  time  for  wimmen-hating,  fellas.     C'mon,  play  ball!" 
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ATHLETIC  GOODS 
OF  QUALITY 

The  Spalding  trade-mark  is  the  never- 
failing  guarantee  of  all  that  is  best  in 
athletic  implements,  clothing  for  all 
games,  sports  and  physical  upbuild. 

It  Pays  To  Get  The  Best Always 


OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 
207  YONGE  STREET  -  -  TORONTO 


Barber — How  did  you  like  the  new  razor,  sir? 
Victim — I  hardly  knew  I  was  being  shaved. 
Barber    (flattered) — Why,    that's    fine,    sir;    but    what 
could  you  have  imagined? 

Victim — That  I  was  being  sandpapered. 

— Virginia  Reel. 

G-G-G 

Women  are  unsatisfactory,  generally  speaking,  and  they 
are  generally  speaking. 

— Frivol. 


Built 

To  withstand  more  than  the  usual  abuse 

To  operate  with  more  than  the  usual  economy 

To  be  maintained  with  more  than  the  usual  ease 

To  transport   its   passengers   with    more   than   the   usual 


*» 


comfort. 


"Just  A  Real  Good  Car" 

Made  At  Leaside 


% 


TORONTO  DURANT  COMPANY 

DISTRIBUTORS 

NEW    KING    EDWARD   H^TEL    BUILDING 


'The 

silent 

countenance 

often 

speaks" 


All  beauty  is  measured 
by  the  state  of  the  com- 
plexion. Beautify  it  by 
the  use  of 


Winsome 

Miss  Mabel  Normand — whose  beauty  and 
vivacity  add  charm  to  notable  Goldwyn 
pictures — writes: — 

"I  have  used  Winsome  Soap  and 
wish  to  state  that  I  found  it 
a  very  delightful,  agreeable  toilet 
soap,  and  most  satisfactory  in 
every  way.  I  would  not  be  without 
it  either  at  home,  travelling,  or  at 
the  Studio." 


s%dM 


Half  the  charm  of  your  personality  depends  on 
your  complexion.  The  constant  use  of  Winsome 
Soap  will  ensure  a  beautiful  skin  because  Winsome 
is  pure  and  made  especially  to  suit  Canadian 
climatic    and   water  conditions. 

Winsome  Soap  is  sold  by    all    good 
drug     and    department    stores. 

VINOLIA   COMPANY    LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.  M.  the  King 
LONDON  PARIS  TORONTO 


Whenever  you  find  a  group  of  women  earnestly  talking 
together,  nothing  of  importance  is  being  said. 

— Frivol. 
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A  Mr.  Ziegfcld  of  New 
York  has  a  Very  good  show 
called  the  Midnight  Frol- 
ics, which  consists  of  Will 
Rogers  and  some  very 
pretty  trimmings. 

Will  Rogers  is  the  daddy 
of  cowboy  actors,  and  one 
of  the  upper  ten  as  far  as 
natural  comedians  are  con- 
cerned. 

Speaking  of  the  Ontario 
government  he  says: 

I  think  the  Ontario  legis- 
lature is  the  best  show  I 
have  seen  in  a  long  time. 
They're  do;ng  a  good  busi- 
ness. All  the  galleries  Were 
full. 


Speaking  of  submarine  menace,  our  sub- 
marines are  a  menace  to  nobody.  We 
have   the   only   self-destroying   submarines 

in  existence. as  Secy.  Hughes  in  the 

Disagreement  Conference. 

Street  car  situation  in  Canadian  cities 
is  poor.  When  you  re  walking  home  in 
a  hurry,  the  cars  get  in  your  way. 


You've  got  a  farmer 
government,  eh?  Well, 
they  ain't  been  produc- 
ing much  in  the  farmin 
lin,  mebbe  they  can  gov- 
ern. If  you  don't  suc- 
ceed in  one  line,  try 
another. 
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A  young  man's  fancy 
and  a  young  maid's  choice. 
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A  MATTER  OF  YEARS 


Father:     So  so,  British  Coal  Miners  on  strike,  eh?     I  thought  that  was  all  settled  long 

ago. 
Mother:     What's  the  matter  with  your  Father? 
Percy:     (whispered)  That's  a  copy  of  THE  MAIL  AND  EMPIRE  of  April  1st,  1921, 

that  Harold  and  I  put  away  a  year  ago.     We  substituted  it  for  to-day's  paper,  and 

Dad  is  just  discovering  that  his  memory  is  not  to  be  trusted  in  matters  of  current 

news. 

On   April    1st,    1921,  The  Circulation  of  THE  MAIL  AND  EMPIRE  was    86,412. 
On  April  1st,    1922,The  Circulation  had  increased  to  102,697. 

WHICH  IS  LARGER  BY  THOUSANDS  THAN  ANY  OTHER  MORNING 

PAPER  IN  CANADA. 
The  explanation  is  found  in  the  splendid  news  service  which  THE  MAIL 

AND  EMPIRE,  regardless  of  cost,  has  always  maintained. 

Intelligent  readers  quickly  discriminate  and   their   verdict  is  registered 

in  this  remarkable  increase  in  circulation. 

0p  H&il&mli  tfntpta. 


Delivered  $6.00  per  year. 


By  mail  $5.00  per  year. 
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and  the  warm  sun  of  Ceylon  and  India 
combine  to  give  "SALADA"  a  rich, 
satifying  and  delicious  flavour,  unequall- 
ed in  any  other  Tea.  Perfect  preserva- 
tion and  protection  is  guaranteed  by 
the  sealed  aluminum  packet. 


SALADA' 

"THE  DELICIOUS  TEA" 

—-Will  Please  You-- 


She — Don't   go.      You're   leaving   me   entirely   without 
reason. 

He — I  always  leave  things  as  I  find  them. 

— Punch  Bowl 

G-G-G 

"When  she  married  him  she  started  in  to  make  home  a 
'paradise  on  earth.' 
"Did  she  succeed?" 
"Did  she!      I'll  say  she  did — she's  always  'harping.' 

— Georgia  Cracker. 


|LH«te?*  Found  at  Last 

Preparations       a  New  Scientific   Hair    Ionic 

Save  your  Hair 

while  you  have  it. 

One   hair  on    the   head  is  worth  two  in  the  brush. 

The  Blue  Jay  hair  Tonic  guarantee 
to   prevent   baldness   and   grayness. 

WELLSON  SPECIALTY  COMPANY 
Hill  3499.  37  Chicora  Ave.,  Toronto. 


Good  things 
from  9  climes 
poured  into  a 
single  glass* 

Delicious  and 
Refreshing 


Made  in  Canada  by 

THE  COCA-COLA  COMPANY 
Toronto—  Winnipeg — Montreal 


C-7-C 


SPRING  CLOTHES 

for  young 


men 

The  new  SOCIETY 
BRAND  suits  and  top- 
coats for  1922  are  now 
showing,  upholding  to  a 
high  degree  the  enviable 
place  that  the  Dunfield 
store  has  won  in  the  re- 
gard of  the  young  men 
of  Toronto. 

REASONABLY  PRICED 

$30.  to  $55. 


Dunfield  &  Company,  Limited 

102  YONGE  STREET 


Salesman:      Pardon  me,  sir,   I  have  an  attachment  for 
your   typewriter. 

Manager:      Well,  don't  bother  her  during  working  hours. 

Juggler. 

G-G-G 
A  girl's  reputation  has  to  be  good,  as  far  as  it  goes,  for 
the  worse  it  is  the  farther  it  goes.      Usually  she  does,  too. 

—Wag  Jag 
G-G-G 
He    (passionately) — Don't    you    feel    the    call    of    the 
irresistible? 

She— Sure,  let's  eat. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


Mhtthome  3ton 

169   COLLEGE   STREET        (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 

Phone  College  9354 

The  handiest  rendezvous  in  Toronto;  just 

across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 

half     way     between    the    residential    and 

shopping  districts  of  the  city. 


LUNCHEON 
TEA 
DINNER     . 


12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
3.00  to  5.00,  —  a  la  carte 
5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  75c. 


Goblin 


37 


Is  Your  Hat  Distinctive? 

The  well-dressed  man  finds 
that,  in  selecting  his  wearing 
apparel,  his  hat  offers  the 
most  difficult  problem.  Re- 
alizing this,  Jess  Applcgath 
found  that  the  choice  of  a 
great  variety  of  hats,  sold  by 
experienced  clerks,  would  sat- 
isfy the  most  particular  custo- 
mer. 

JESS  Applegath 


85  Yonge  St. 

Near  King   Street 


280  Yonge  St 

At   Alice   Street 


Montreal  Store 

473  St.  Catharine  St.  West 
Near  Peel  Street 


I   NEVER  THOUGHT— 
I    never   thought   the    flowers   would    grow    more    fragrant ; 

I  never  thought  the  rose  would  smell  more  sweet; 
I  never  thought  the  sun  would  shine  more  brightly 

Merely  because  you,  dear,  and  I  should  meet! 

I  never  thought  the  birds  would  warble  sweeter 

Simply  because  you  whispered  "Yes"  last  night! 
I  never  thought  my  old  sweethearts  would  tire  me — 
And  I  was  right! 

— Frivol 
G-G-G 
"Ah,  you  don't  know  how  hard  it  is  to  lose  one's  wife." 
"Hard!  Hard!  My  dear  sir,  it  is  simply  impossible!" 

— Cracker. 


McKenna   Costume    Company 

THEATRICAL 

SUPPLIES 

Costumers  To  People  Of  Preference 


g()5  King  St.  West, 
Toronto 


Telff^°!^  1849 

Adelaide 


Who  Repairs  Your  Battery 
-An  Expert  Or  Just  Any- 
Body?. 

Prest-O-Lite  Storage  Batteries  are 
built  by  experts  in  a  Plant  designed  and 
equipped  exclusively  for  the  manufac- 
ture of  Storage  Batteries.  The  building 
of  a  Storage  Battery  is  a  matter  of 
scientific  skill — not  of  guesswork  or 
chance. 

When  you  buy  a  motor  car,  you  ex- 
pect the  battery  to  give  you  good  ser- 
vice. No  battery  will  continue  to  sup- 
ply power  for  starting,  ignition  for  the 
engine,  and  bright  lights,  if  neglected. 
That  is  why  there  are  Prest-O-Lite  Ser- 
vice stations  everywhere  to  give  service 
to  car  owners. 

All  Prest-O-Lite  Batteries  are  cover- 
ed by  a  regular  guarantee — a  definite 
obligation  plus  a  spirit  that  says  the 
Car  Owner  must  be  pleased. 

Drive  around  to  the  local  Prest-O- 
Lite  Service  Station  regularly.  Have 
your  battery  inspected  free  of  charge. 
This  attention  will  keep  your  battery 
alive  and  save  repair  bills. 

PREST-O-LITE  CO.  OF  CANADA 

LIMITED 


Toronto 


Montreal 


Winnipeg 
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Prof — Give  what  you  consider  the  most  memorable  date 
in  history. 

T.    Hound — The    one    Anthony    had    with    Cleopatra. 

— Mink- 
G-G-G 
Chaperon:      "Young  man,  the  lights  in  this  house  go  out 
at  ten  o'clock." 

Lounge   Hound:      "That  suits  me,  don't  delay  on  my 
account." 

— Octopus. 
G-G-G 
"So  your  father  is  a  southern  planter?" 
"Yes,  he  is  an  undertaker  in  Atlanta." 

— Voo  Doo. 
G-G-G 
Stew  No.    1  :      Shay,  Joe,  whersh  my  hat? 
Lucky  Bird  No.  2 :    'Son  on  your  head. 
Ditto  No.   1  :    'Sfunny,  I  didn't  feel  it. 
Ditto  No.  2 :    Well,  'snnot  a  felt  hat. 

— Scalper. 

G-G-G 
"Jim  Bilkins  is  dead." 
"How  come?" 

"He  stuck  his  head  in  the  Red  Dog  saloon  and  hollered 
FIRE." 
"Well?" 
"They  did."  — Siren. 


$10.00 


A  SPLENDID  SHOE 


This  shoe  shows  one  of  the  most  satis- 
factory shoes  we  have.  It  is  of  the 
highest  grade  leather  and  finest  work- 
manship. A  shoe  that  will  give  long 
service  and  retain  its  good  appearance. 

Black  and  Tan,  $10.00  up. 

Tan     Boots,     $12.00     up. 


H.  &  C.  BLACHFORD 

LIMITED 
286  Yonge  St.  Opposite  Dundas  E. 


THE  NOVELTY  SEXTETTE 

For  College  Dancing  We  Sincerely  Be- 
lieve Our  Orchestra, 


is  giving  that  necessary  touch  of 
true  metropolitan  music  that 
makes  a  dance  so  successful. 


For  rhythm,  melody  and  novelty 
interpolations,  our  orchestra  is  by 
far  best  suited  for  college  dances. 

We  are  open  for  engagements  on 
Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday 
evenings.  Please  telephone  Col- 
lege 325,  or  Junction  7576. 

NOW  IN  OUR  SECOND  SEASON  AT  MOSHER'S  ARCADIA 


A  GARDEN  IDYLL. 

'Twas  in  a  garden  blooming  fair 
I  chanced  to  meet  a  maid. 

Pretty  she  was  beyond  compare, 
In  raiment  bright  arrayed. 

Violet    blue   was   in    her    eyes, 
Her  hair  like  golden  rod, 

Lips  of  a   hue  which   roses  prize — 
I  ventured  just  a  nod. 

'Paradise  is  your  home,  sweet  miss? 

An  angel  somehow  strayed?' 
Growing  quite  rash,  I  stole  a  kiss — 

She  hit  me  with  a  spade. 


-The  I  sis,  Oxford 


G-G-G 
"John,  your   face  looks  terribly  battered  up,"   said  the 
teacher  to  John,  aged  seven.      "You  haven't  been  fighting 
on  the  way  to  school,  have  you?"  she  enquired. 

"No,"  said  John,  "we  moved  yesterday  and   I  had  to 
carry  the  cat." 

— Indianapolis  News. 

G-G-G 
Lip — Do  you  know  anything  about  flirting? 
Sliclf — I  thought  I  did,  but  she  married  me. 

— Pelican. 
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Try    Spearmint    Chiclets 

— a  wonderful  new  Super-Spear- 
mint flavor — smooth  and  rich.  The 
same  crisp  candy  coating,  the 
dainty  shape,  the  delightful  chicle 
"kernel"  you  have  always  known  in 
Adams  Chiclets.  All  in  the  new 
green  cardboard  packet. 
You'll  find  the  same  super-enjoy- 
ment in  any  Chiclet  flavor-the  new 
Spearmint,  the  tingling  Pepper- 
mint, or  the  luscious  Tutti-Frutti. 
Buy  them  at  any  store-ten  Chiclets 
for  5c.  Be  sure  you  get  Adams 
Chiclets-the  original  candy-coated 
gum  in  the  cardboard  packet. 


■ 


-an  Adams  product \ particularly  prepared 


Renovate\6ur  Upholstery 


EVER  and  again,  amid  the  current  talk  of  system,  comes  up  a  vision 
dear  to  the  heart  of  the  housewife— practical  conveniences  in  the 
home,  the  same  as  a  man  has  in  business.  For  housekeeping  is  the 
most  important  business  on  earth. 

tl  Pillows,  mattresses  and  upholstery  are  easily  and  completely  renovated 
by  the  Premier.  And  it  cleans  walls,  radiator  sections,  moulding,  inside 
bookcases,  drawers,  etc.,  equally  well. 

9  With  all  its  power,  and  it  has  three  times  that  of  the  heaviest  machine, 
the  Premier  weighs  less  than  I  2  pounds.  Yet,  light  and  simple  as  a  to)  , 
it  does  a  giant's  work.  It  is  made  in  two  models — two  types,  one  with 
motor-driven  brush,  the  other  with  suction-driven  brush. 


For  Sale  by  dealers  everywhere. 


ELECTRIC  CLEANER 


Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,  Limited 


Head  Office 


TORONTO 


Branch  Offices  :   Montreal,   Quebec,   Sherbrooke,   Halifax,   Sydney,   St.  John,  Ottawa, 

Hamilton,   London,    Windsor,   Cobalt,   South  Porcupine,    Winnipeg,   Calgary, 

Edmonton,   Nelson,   Vancouver  and  Victoria. 


